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And thus, as I have said, our task is not
to be defrauded of our interior peace. No
power that we know can do more than dis-
solve and transmute our mortal frame; it
can melt into the earth, it can be carried into
the depths of the sea, but it cannot be
annihilated; and this is infinitely more true
of our spirits; they may undergo a thousand
transformations and transmutations, but they
must be eternally there.

So let us claim our experience bravely
and accept it firmly, never daunted by it,
never utterly despairing, leaping back into
life and happiness as swiftly as we can,
never doubting that it is assured to us.
The time that we waste is that which is
spent in anxious, trivial, conventional things.*1
We have to bear them in our burdens, many
of us, but do not let us be for ever examining
them, weighing them in our hands, wishing
them away, whining over them ; we must
not let them beguile us of the better part.
If the despairing part of us cries out that
it is frightened, wearied, anxious, we must
not heed it; we must again and again assure
ourselves that the peace is there, and that
we miss it by our own fault. Above all let
us not make pitiable excuses for ourselves.